est admiration. One would have thought it was a brand new story
to him- One would have thought I had just told it to him.
"Barbers are wonderful people/' he affirmed.

Meanwhile the dinner was coming to an end. The butler was
serving creme au chocolat* It was rich and light, smooth to the
taste as to the eye. One had to be from France to appreciate this
incredible thing to the full.

"Oh . . ." said the man beside me.

He stopped talking to give himself up entirely and in all inno-
cence to the pleasures of the palate. Then he murmured,

"This dinner is a dream."

His serious and chimerical gaze passed slowly along the table
at the end of which we were sitting. And, following this gaze, I
became conscious again of the beauty of die flowers, the service,
and the crystals, conscious of the charm of the soft flickering
lights. This man's story had made me forget all that. But he seemed
to have the gift of deriving unmixed pleasure from the blessings
of a happy home and at the same time of keeping in his mind the
secret torments and the efforts of a people at the mercy of a cohort
of spies, gaolers and executioners.

"A real dream," said my neighbour. "We owe a great deal to
this old lady, who does not even know us/*

The mistress of the house sat very straight at the corner of the
table. Her small, delicate head emerged from a collarette of black
organdie. This colour and this material set off the brilliant white-
ness of her hair. Her eyes were still extraordinarily lively. We
were sitting too far away to hear distinctly what she was saying,
but the inflections of her lips were full of intelligence, of ^ill and
wit.

"Women are wonderful beings," said the man beside me,

And as I again mistook the occasion of his enthusiasm he added
in a half-joking, half-guilty tone,

"You know, it's quite aside from any creme au chocolat . . .
I remember a woman whose name was Mathilde and whose husband
was a bailiffV clerk* I didn't know her, but I have often heard a
student friend of mine speak of her."

("He is surely a professor,55 I thought to myself).

"This student's favourite pastime, when she travelled in the
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